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CHAPTER IV.—Continued,

“Aln't she o peach?” asked Jimmy.
*“She's my sweethoart and ghe is "bout
the swollest sweetheart they 18"

“She's mine, too,” promptly replied
Hilly, who bad fallen in love at first
sight. “I's n.goin’ to have her ter my
sweetheart, too.”

“Naw, she nin't yours, nelther; she's
mine,” angrily declared the other lit-
tle boy. kicking his rival's legs. “You
all time talking ‘bout you going to
bave Mizs Cecllia for,vour sweatheart.
She's done already promised me.”

“I'l tell you what.," proposed Biily.
“lercme have her an’ you can have
Aunt Minerva."”

“T wouldn't have Miss Minerva fo
save your life.” replied Jimmy disre-
spoctfully, “her nake ain't no bigger'n
that" making a cirele of his thumb
and forefinger. “Miss Cecilin, Miss
Cecllle,” he shrieked tantalizingly, “is
my sweethenrt.”

“T' beleher | have her fer a sweet-
heart soon as ever 1 see her,” sald
Billy.

“What's yourr name?" asked Jimmy
presently.

“Aunt Minvrva says s Willinm
Greea Hill, dut ‘tain't, It's jest piain
Billy,” responded the little boy.

“Afa't Ged a nice. goed old mnan,”
roemarked Billy, alter they had swung
in silence for o while, with an evident
desire to make talk.

"Tlat he 5" replled JMmmy, en-
thuslastieslly. *“He's 'bout the forgive
fngest pergon ever was. | just couldn’t
#et ‘long ot all ‘thout him. 1t don't
make no differ'nee what you do or
how many times yon run off, all you
got to do is just ask God to forgive
vou and tell him you're sorry and nin't
going to do so no more, that night
when you sny your prayers, and it’s
all right with God. S8'posing be was
one of these wants-his-own-way kind
o' mans, be could make hi‘'sell the
troublesomest person ever waa, and
little boys couldn't do nothing a tall,
I sure think a heap of God. He ain’t
noever give me the worst of It yel”

“l wonder what he looks [ike,”
mused Billy,

"I s'pec’ he Just looks Hke the three-
headed giant in ‘Jack the Glant Kill-
er,'" explained Jimmy, “’'cause he's
got three heads and one body. [lis
heads Are uname' Papa, Son and Holy |
Ghost, and his body Is just name’
plain God. Miss Cecilla ’splained It
all to me and she is "bout the splendid-
est ‘dplainer they is. She's my Sun-
day school {eacher.”

“She's goin® Lo be my Sunday school
teacher, too,” said BHily, screnely.

“Yours nothing: you all time want
my Sunday school teacher,

“Jimumee!" called a volee from the
interfor of the houso In the next

yard, :
“Somocbody’'s a-callin® you,” =anid
Billy.

“That ain’t nobody but mamma,” ex.
plained Jimmy composedly.

“Jhnmee-ece!” called the voice,

“Don’t make no noise,” warned that

little boy, “maybe she'll glve up
toreckly."

“You Jimymee!™ his mother called
agalin.

Jimmy made no move to leave the
swing.

“l don’t never have to go 'le2s she
says “James Lafayette Garner,” then
| got to hustle” he remarked.

“Hmmy Garner!"

“She’'s mighty near got me,"” he
sald softly: “but maybe she'll got tired
and won't call no more. She aln't
plamb mad yet.™

“James Garner!"™

“It’s coming now.” #ald Jimmy dole-
[ully.

The two litle boys sat very still
and qulet.

YJames Lafayetio Garner!™

The yourger child sprang to bis
fant,

“I got to get a move on now,” he
énfd; “when she ealls like that she
means buriness. | betcher she's got
n switch and a hair brush and a slip-
per I her hand right thls minute.
I'll be back toreckly,” he promised.

He wos as good as his word, and In
a very shorl time he was eliting again
(acing Billy In the swing,

“She fust wanted to know where
her embirold'ry selssors was,” he ex-
plained. “it don't matter what's lost
fn that houze, I'm always the one
that's got 10 be 'sponeible and all tme
ot to go look for ft."

“Did yon find ‘em?" axked By,

“Yep: | went rlzht stralght whero
I left 'em yeste'day. 1 had ‘em trying
to eut a plece of wire. 1 stole off |
and went down to Sam Lamb's house
this morning and  tooken breakfast
with him and kis old woman, Sukey.”
he boarted.

“l knowe Sam Lamb.” zald
“I rode up on the bus with him*
“He's my mrl.ner." remuarked Jimmy,
“He's mine, tao," raid Biily, quickly,

“No, he aln't oelther; gou all time
talking "bout you going w have Sam
Lamb for a partner. You want every-
thing 1 got. You want Miss Cerilin
and you want Sam Lamb. Well, you
just aln’t agolug to bhave ‘em. You
got to get pomebmly else for your part-
ner and swectheart.”

"Well, you jost walt an' pes”
Billy. "I got Major Minesva."

“SBhucks, they aln't no major name’
thut away,” and Jimmy changoed the
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little pigs. He let me gee ‘em suck,”
sald Bam Lamb's partner proudly.
“He's got a cow, too; she's got the
worrisimest horns ever was, 1 be-
lieve she's a steer anyway.”

"S8hucks,"” #ald the country boy, con-
temptuously. “You do' know u steer
when you see one; you ecan't milk no
steer”

CHAPTER V.
Turning on the Hoss.

"Laok! Aln't that a esnake?”
shrieked Billy, pointing to what
looked to him lke a big snake colled
in the yard,

“Snake, nothing!" sncered his com-
paulon, “that's a hose. You all time
got to call a hose a snake. Come on,
let’s sprinkle,” and Jimmy sprang out
of the swing, jerked up the hose und
dragged it 1o the hydrant, “My mam-
ma don't never 'low me to sprinkle
with her hose, but Miss Minerva she's
80 good | don’ reckon she'll care," he
eried mendaclously.

Billy followed, watched his compun-
fon serew the hose to the faucet and
turn the water on, There was n hiss-
ing, gurgling sound and a stream of
water shot out, much to the rapture of
the astonished BRilly,

“Won't Aunt Minerva eare?” he
asked, anxiousiy. “ls she u real 'ligious
‘oman "

“"She 13 the Christianest woman
they is." announced the other child.
"Uome on, we'll sprinkle the street—
and I don't want nobody to 1,.01 in our

na, neither"”
“1 wish Wilkes Dooth Lineoln could
see us” sald Miss Minerva's nephew.

A Vg, fat negress, with a bundle
of vlothes tled In a red tuble cloth
on her bead, came waddling down the
sidevwalk.

Billy looked at Jimmy and glggled;
Jimmy looked at Billy and giggled;
then, the latter took careful aim and
a stream of water hit the old woman
squarely in the face,

“Who dat? What's yo' doln'?" she
yelled, as she backed off. “I's a-gwine
to tell ¥o' pappy, Jimmy Garner,” as
she recognized ome of the culprits.
“Pint dat ar hose 'way f'om me, 'fo’
I muke ¥o' ma spank yuh slabslded. 1
got to git home an” wash. Drap It, 1
tell yuh!”

Two little girls volling two doll
bugeles In which reposed two enor-
mous rag-inbles were scon approach-
ing.

“That's Lina HMamilton and Frances

Black,” said Jimwy, “they're my
chums.”™
Bllly took a good lock at them.

“They's goin’ to be my chums, too,”
he sald, ealmiy,

“Your chums, nothing!™ angrily
erted Jimmy., swelllng up pompously.
“You all time trying to claim my
ehums. [ can't have nothing a tall
‘thout you got to stick your mouth in.
You 'bout the selfishest Loy they is.
You want everything 1 got, all time.”

The little girls were now quite near
and Jimmy hailed them gleefully, for-
getiul of his anger:

“Come on, Lina, you and Frances,”
he shrieked, “and we can have the
mostest fun. Bllly here’s done mmol
to live with Miss Minerva and sghe's
done gone uptown and don't ecare If
we sprinkle, ‘couso she's got so much
‘ligion.*

“But yon know none of us are al
lowed to use a hosc,” objected Lina.

“But it's ko much fun,” sald Jimmy;
“anid Miss Minerva she's so Christian
ghe ain't going to ralse much of &
rough house, and If she do we cun
run when we see hier coming™

“1 can't run,” said Billy; "I
gol nowhere to run lo an'—"

“It that ain’t just lkc you, Blly"
Interrupted Jimmy, “all time talking
"bout you ain't got newhere to run to:
you don’t want nobody to huve no fun,
You 'bout the picayunest boy they 1s.”

Little Ikey Roscensteln, better known
as “Goose-Grease,” dressed in a cast-
off suit of his big brother’s, with his
father's hat set rakishiy back on his
head nond over his ears, waa coming
proudly down the strect some distance
off.

5 chdrr comenr Goose-Grease Rosen-

aln't

stein,” sald Jimmy gleefully. “When
he gets right close le's make him
hap."*

“AN right,” agreed Ry, his good
numor vestorad, “le's baptize bim
good.”

"Oh, we can't bapiize bhim"™ ox-
clalmed the wther little boy, *‘cause
he's o Jew nnd the Bible says not 1o
Lbaptize Jews, You got 1o mesmerize
‘om. How come me to know so
much?” he continued condescendingly.
“Miss Cecllia teached me in the Sun-
day school. Somotimes | kvoow so
much | feel ke I'm going to bust
She teached me 'bout ‘Scufle lHttle
chillens and forbid them not,” and 'bout
‘Ananlas telled Sapphira he done It
with his little batebet' and ‘bout
“Lijuh jumped over the moon in a
automoblle.” | know everything what's
in the Bible. Miss Cecllia sure fs a
crncker-dock; she's ‘bout the stylish.
est Sunday school teacher they Is."”

“"Fwas the cow jumped over the
moon.” sald Frances, “and it fsn't in
the Bible: It's In ‘Mother Goose.' "

“And EilJah went to heavén in a
charfot of fire,” corrected Lina,

“And 1 know all "heut Gabrel.” eon.
tinued Jimmy, unabashed. “When

subject “fam Lamb's sow's got seven

Lrolh called him to blow his Lrumpet

he was under the tast
asleep.”

Ikey was quite near by this time to
command the attention of the four
children.

“Let's mesmerize Goose-Grease,”
yelled Jimmy, as he turned the stream
of water full upon him.

Frances, Lina and Rilly elapped
their hands and laughed for joy.

With a terrified and angry shriek
thelr victhy, dripping water at every
step, ran howling by his tormentors.
When he reached a safe distance he
turned around, shook a fist at them
and sereamed back:

“My papa {8 golng to have you all
arrested and locked up in the cala-
boose.”

"Calaboose, nothing!” jeered Jimmy,
“You all the time wanting to put some-
body in the ealaboose 'cause they mes-
merize you. You got to be wmesmer-
Ized ‘canse it's in the Bible."

A short, #tout man, dreseed In nest

haystack

black clothes, was coming toward
them.
“Oh, that's the wajor!™ screamed

Billy delightedly, taking the hose and
sguaring himeelf to greet his friend
of the train, but Jimmy jerked it out
of s hand, before elther of them no-
ticed him turning about, as H for
something lorgotten,

"You ain't got the sgense of n one-
eyed tadpole, Billy,” he said. “That's
Miss Minerva’s beau. He's been lov-
Ing her more'n a milllon years. My
mamma says be ain't never going to
marry nobody a tall ‘thout he can get
Miss Minerva, and Miss Minerva she
just tarns up her nose at anything
that wears pants.  You better not,
sprinkle him. He's been 1o the war
and got his big toe shot off. He kilt
‘bout a milllon Injuns and Yankees
and he's name’ Major ‘caure le's a
Confed'rit vetrun, Hoe went to the
war when he aln't but foirteen.”

“Did be have on long pants?” asked
Billy. “1 call him Major Minerva—"

“Gladys Maude's got the peony-
skeetors,” broke fn Francees mportant-

Iy, fussing. over her baby, “and I'm
golng 1o see Doctur Sanford, Don't
You think she looks pide, Jimmy "

“Tale, nothing!” sneered the litle
boy. “Girls got to all time play thelr
dolla are sick., Nawi 1 don't know
nothing a tall 'bout your Giladys
Matde,"”

Lina gazed up the strect.

*“That looks Jike Miss Minerva to
me "way up yonder,” she remarked. 1
think we bad better get away from

here hiefore she sees us,"
Two little girls rolling do!l buggles

daytlme, Aunt Minerva; me an’
Wilkes th Lincoln ain't never went
to bed In the daytime since we's bo
an' | ain't never kear tell of a real
‘liglous ‘oman a-puttin' a Uttle boy In
bed ‘fore it's dark; an' I ain't never
a-going to meddle with yo' ole hose
no mo'

But Miss Minerva was obdurate.
and the llttie boy spent a miserable
hour betwean the sheets.

CHAPTER VI.
Succesaful Strategy.

“I have a present for you,"” sald his
aunt, handing Billy a tong. recangu-
lar package.

"Thank you, ma'am,” said her beam-
ing mephew as he sat down on the
floor, all ecager anticipation, and be-
gan to untle the string. IHis charm-
ing, changeful face was bright and
happy ngain, but his expression be-
came one of Indignant amaze aa he
saw the contents of the box.

“What 1 want with o doll?”
asked angrlly, “1 aln’t no givl"”

“l think every Hitle Loy sbonld
have a doll and learr to make
c¢lothes for It sald Mizs Minerva, "l
don't want you to be a great. rongh
boy; I want you to be sweet and
gentle like o little girl; | am going to
teach you how (o sew and cook and
SWeoop, B0 You may grow up a com-
fort to me."

This was a gloomy forecast for the
little boy accustomed, as he had been,
to the freedom of a blg plantation,
and he scowled dark!y,

*Me an’ Wilkes Booth Lincoln ain't
never hafter play with no dolls sence
we's born,” he replied sullenly, “we
goes In swimmin® an' plays bascball
I ean Knock a home-run an’ pitch a
curve an’ keteh a fiy.  Why don't
you gimme a baseball bat? | already
got a ball what Admirnl Farragut
gimme. An' | ain’t agoin' to be no
siggy nelther. Lina an® Frances plays
dolls, me an’ Jimmy—" he stopped i
sudden confusion.

“Linn and Frapces and James!"™ ex-
claimed his aunt, “What do you Kknow
about them, Willlam "

The child’s face flushed. *'1 geen
'em this mornin’,” he acknowledged.

Migs Minerva put a band on elther
shoulder and looked stralght into his
eyes,

“Wilillam,; who staried that sprink-
ling this morning?” she questioned,

he

sharply,
Billy flushed guiltily and lowered
his lids; but only foraninstant. Quick-

Iy recovering bis cowmpesure he re-
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A Stream of Water Hit the Old Woman in the Face,

fairly flew down the street and one
Hitle Loy suickly climbed to the top
of the dividing fence. From this sale
vintage point he shouted to Blily,
who was holding the nozzle of the
hase out of which poured o stream of
water

“You'd botter turn that water off
‘eause Miss Minerva's going to be
modder'n a green persimmon.”

“1 do’ kpow how to,” sald Dilly for
tornly, “You turnt it on.'

“Drop the hose and run to the hy-
drant and twist that little thing at the
top,” sereamed Jimmy. “You all time
got to perpose someping to get lhtle
Loys In trouble anyway,” he added un-
generously,

“You perpozed this yo'sell," de-
clared an Indignant Dilly. “You sald
Aunt  Miperva's so  Cligious ehe

would'nt git mad.”

“Christian woman's can gel just as
mad as any other kind,” declarved the
other hoy, sliding from his perch on
the fence and running scroes the lawn
to disappear behind his own [ront
slenus,

Holling her skirta nearly up to bher
kneos Miss Minetya stepped glngerly
along the wet and muddy stroet (3111
she ot to her gate. where her nep-
how met her. looking a little guilty,
but gtill holding his hend up with that
charncteristie, manly nir which wns
#0 attractlve,

“William,” she sanld sternly, "I gee
you have been gotting into misehlef,
and 1 feel It my duty to punieh you,
4o that you may learn to be Lrist-
worthy. | sald nothing to you about
the bose beeause 1 did not think you
would know how to use it"

Billy remalned silent.  He did not
want (o betray bis ltile companions
of the morning, so he sald nothing In
lilg own deferse.

“Come with me into the house,” con-
tinued his aunt, “you must go lo bed
at once,”

But the child protested vigorously.

“Dou't make mo go to Led in the

turned ber gaze steadily and fgnored
her guestion.

“1 see yo' bonu too, Aunt Minerva,”
he tremarked tranquilly.

It was Miss Minerva thizs time who
lost ber composure, for her thin, sl
low faee became perfectly erhmgon.

“My benu?" she asked confusediy.
"Who put that nonsense inte your
head 7

“Hmmy show him to me,” he re-
plied jauntily, once more master of
the situation and in full realizstion
of the fact. “Why don't you marry
him, Aunt Mlnerva, so's be could live
right here with us? An' I could learn
him how to churn. [ s'pee¢’ he'd make
a beautiful churner. He sho' Is a pret-
ty lttle fat man,” he continued fat-
teringly. *'An’® dress? That bean was
jost dressed plumb up to the top
noteh. 1 sho' would marry him if I's
you an’ not turn up my nose at him
‘taude he wears pants an' you coin
learn him how to talk properer'n what
he do an’ | betcher he'd fest nachelly
take (0 a broom, an' | 8'pec’ he ain't
wot pobedy 't all to show him how to
sew, An' yo' all could get the dector
to feteh yoin a little baby so he
wonldn't hafter to play with no dall
| sho' wisht we had him here,” ended
a seltigh [y, "he could save me n
fot of steps. An' 1 shy' would llke to
hear ‘bout all them Injuns an’ Yan-
kees what he's killed.”

Bily's aunt was
barrassad,

The persisient admiration of this,
her ane lover, had been plensing to
her, yet she had never been willing
to sacrifice her Independence for the
cares and trials of matrimony. The
existing state of affalrs between the
two was known to overy one in the
small town, but such was Miss
Minerya's dignified aloofnesa that Hil
ly was the first person who had ever
dared to broach the subject to her,

"8it dewn here. Willlam.” she com.
manded, “and | will read to you

“Teill we o 11le.”

visibly em-

at her with his brighl, sweet swlle.
The doll lay neglected on a chair near
by and Billy wanted her to forget it

“Tell me 'bout Plljerk Peter.”

"Piljerk Peter?” there was an inter-
rogation in her volee,

“Yas'm,  Aln't you never hear tell
‘bout Pllferk Peter? He bad fifteen
chillens an' one time the las’ one of
‘em an' his ole ‘oman was down with
the fever an' he ain't got but one
pill an' they so sick they mos' 'bout
to die an' ain't nobody In the flel’ fer
to plek the cotton an' he can’t git no
doctor an' he ain't got but jest that
one pill; se he tie that pill to a string
an' let the bigges' chilo swaller it an’
draw It back up an' let the nex chile
swaller it an’ jerk it back up an' let
the nex' chile swaller it an' jerk It
back up an’ let the nex'—"

“I don't believe in telling tales to
childron,” interrupted his aunt, “1 will
tell you blographical and historieal
stortes and storles from the Bible,
Now listen, while I read to yvou.”

“An' the nex' chile swaller 1t an® e
Jerk it back up.” continued Billy se-
renoly, “an' the nex' chile swaller it
an' hevjerk It back up tell finely ev'y
slugle ove of ‘em, plumb down to the
baby, swaller that pill an' the las' one
ol em got well an' that one pill it done
the work. Then Me tuck the pill and
give It to his ole 'omun an’ she swailer
it an' he Jerk It back up but dido't
nothin® 't all come up but jest the
string an' his ole ‘oman she died
‘tause all the strenk done gone
outer that plil.”

Miss Minerva opened a book called
“Gems for the Housebold," which she
had purchased from a silvertongued
boolk-agent.  She selected an article
the subject of which was “The Pure
in Heart.”

Billy listened with a seemingly at-
tentive eur to the cholce flow of
waords, but in reality his lHttle brain
was busy with Its own thoughts, The
urtiele cloged with the suggestion that
If one were innocent and purs he
would have n'dreamless sleep:

"I you have a consclence elear,
And God's commands you Keep,
Il your heart is good and pure,
You will have a perfect sloep.”

1tilly's aunt concluded. Wishing to
know If he had understood what she
had just read she uskel:

"What people sleep the goundest?”

“Niggers,” was his prompt reply, as
he thought of the long sununer days
aud the colored folk on the plantation.

She was disappointed, but not dis-
conragod.

“Now, Willlam," she admonished,
“I'm guing to read you another plece,
and | want you to tell me about it,
when | get through. Pay strict attens
tlon™

“Yas'm.” he readlly agreed.

She chosge an article desceriblng the
keen sense of smell In anlmals. Miss
Minerva wasg not an entertaining
reader and the words were long and

| falrly incomprehensible to the little

boy sitting patiently at bher side.
Again hia thoughts wandered, though
every now and then be caught a word
or two,

“What animals have the Leenest
sonee of smell, Willlam?* was her
query at the conclusion of her read-
ing.

“Billy goats” was Billy's answer
without the slightest hesitation,

“You have goats on the brain,” she
sald in apger. 1 did not read one
word about billy goats.”

“Well, If 'tain’t a billy goat,” he
replied, 1 do' know what 'tis" thout
i's n skunk." |

“l bought you a little primer this
mering,” she remarked after a short
silence, “and | want you to say a les-
gon every day.”

“I already knows a lot,” he boasted.
“Taternicle, he an' Mercantile both
been lo xchool an® they learnt me an’
Wilkes Booth Lincoln. 1 knows
crooked S, an® broken back K, an'
curly tall Q, an” roun’ O, an' 1 ean
spell cat eat, an' dog dog an’ A
stande fer apple”

Thut unight he concluded hisg ever
lengthy prayer nat his kKinswoman's
knee with:

"0 Lornd, pletse make for Aunt
Minerva a Httle baby, make her two
of ‘vm. O Lord, if you got ‘em o
gpire please make her three fttle ba-
bles an' let ‘em all be girls so's she
can jearn ‘em how to ¢hurn an' sew.
An® biess Aunt Minerva and Major
Minerva, {'r ever ‘'nd ever. Amen."

As he roso from his knees he
neked: “Aunt Minerva, do God waork
on Sunday?"

“No.o,” answered his relative, hes-
itatingly.

“Wall, it look like He'd jest hafter
work on Sunday, He's so busy Jest
a-makin® kabiles. He makes all the
plggers an' heathens an® Injuns an’
white ehillens; | reckon He glts some-
body to help him.  Don't you, Aunt
Mincrva®”

' CHAPTER VII.

Rabbits' and Other Eggs.

Billy was sitting In the swing. Jim-

my crawled over the lence and joined
him.

“Misag Cecilin’s dyelng me some
Easter eggs.” he eald, “"all blue and
pink and green and rellul and every
kind they is: 1| tooken her some of
our hen's egggs and sho Is going o fix
‘atn for me an' they'll be just like
rabbit's ogg=: 1 reckon 1'll have "bout
a mitllon. 'l glve you one,” he added
generously,

“1 want more'r ono,” declared Billy,
who was used to having tha lion's
ghare of overything.

“Yon all time talking ‘bout yon
want more'n one egg.” sald Jimmy.
“You ‘hont the stinglest Peter they
is. Aln't you got no eggs? Oet Miss
Minerva 1o give you some of hers and
'l tnke ‘etn over and.ask Miss Co-
cifa o dye em for you ‘eaure you

ke szid, looking up | 2lu’t ‘quainted wich Jer vetr’

“Aunt  Minerva aln't got none
‘cep’in’ what she put under a ol’ hen
fer tn et this morsin’.”

“Can’t you get 'em from under the
old hen? Miss Minerva Is such a
Christinn woman, she aln't—"

“You done fool me ‘bout that
‘liglous business befo'.” interrupted
Billy, “an' I got put to bed in the day-
time."

“Well, ske won't never miss two or
three - egge.” coaxed Jimmy. “How
many did she put nnder the old hen?”

“She put fifteen,” was the response,
“an' I don't believe she'd want me (o
tech ‘em.”

“They're 'bout the pretticst eggs
ever was," continued the tempter, “all
blue and pink and green, and ‘bout
a million kinds. They're just perzact
Iy like rabbit’s eggs."

“Me an' Wilkes Booth Lincoln ain't
never hear teller mno rabbit's eggs
sence we's born,” sald Billy; “I don't
berlleve rabbits lays eggs nohow.”

“They don't lay ‘em 'cept to East-
er,” sald Jimmy. “Mlss Cecllin 'splain-
ed it all to me and she’s my Shnday-
School teacher and rabbits is bound
to lay eggs ‘cause It's in the Bible and
ghe's 'bout the prettiest ‘splainer they
ls. I'm golng over there now to see
‘bout my eggs,” and he made belleve
to leave the swing.

“Le's us slip roun’ to the hen-house
an' see what the ol' hen's a-doin’,”
suggested the sorely tempted Billy.
“Aunt Minerva is a-makin’ me some
night-shirts an' she aln't takin’ no nu-
tiee of nothin® else”

They tiptoed stealthily around the
house to the back-yard, but found the
hen-hiouse door locked.

“Can't you get the key?" asked lbe
younger child.

“Naw., | ecan't,” replied the other
boy, “but you can git In th'oo this-
here little hole what the chickens
goes In at, whiles | watches fer Aunt
Minerva. 11l stand right here an’
hol' my cap while you fetehes ma the
egge.  An' don't you take maore'n five
or slx.” he warned.

“I"'m skeered of the old hen,” ob-
jected Jimmy., “Is she much of a
lecker?”

“Naw, she nin't a-goln’ to hurt you™
wius the encouraging reply. “Git wp
an' erawl th'oo; I'll bhelp you."

Billy, having overcome his serupies.
now entered Into  the undertaking
with great zesL

Jimmy climbed the chicken Iadder,
kicked his chubby legs through the
aperture, hung suspended on his f(at
Hitle middle for an instant, and final-
ly, with much panting and
wriggled his plump, roand body Into
the hen-house. He walked over where
a lonesome looking ben was sitting
patiently on a nest. lle put out a
cantions hand and the hen promptly
gave it a viclous peck.

“Iilly,” he called angrily, “vou got
to come in here and hold this old
chicken; she's 'bout the terriblest
pecker they is.

Billy stuck his head In the little
square hole, “Go at her from behind."
he suggested; “put yo' hand under
her easy like, an' don’ let her know
what you's up to."

« Jimmy tried to follow these instrucs
tlons, Lut received another peck for
hia pains. He promptly mutinied.

“If you want any eggs"” he de-
clared, scowling at the face framed in
the aperture, “you can come got ‘em
yourself. [ done monkemi with this
chicken all I'm going to."

8o Billy climbed up and easlly gnt
his lean little body through the open-
ing. He dexteronsly caught the hen
by the nape of the neck, ns he had
goon Aunt Cindy do, while Jimmy
reached for the eggs.

“1f we ain't done lef’ my cap out-
glde on the groun',” said Billy. “What
wo goin' to put the eggs in?”

“Well, that's fust llke you, Billy.
you all time got to leave your eap on
the ground. 1'll put 'em in my blouse
till you get outside and then I'1l band
‘em to you. How many you going to
taka?"

“We might just ag well git ‘em all
pow.” said Dilly., “Aunt Cindy say
they's gome kinder hens won't lay no
Lehiiekens ‘t all if folks put they hands
fn they nests an' this here hen look
ke to me she's one of them kind, so
the rester the oggs ‘11 Jest bo waste,
any bow, ‘cuuse vou done put yo'
han's In Ler nes'. an' n  dominicker
ain't a-goin’ to stan® no  projeckin’
with ber eggs. Hurry up.”

Jimmy carefully distributed the
egis inside bis blouse, and Billy once
more crawled through the hole and
stood on the outside walting, cap in
band, to receive them.

But the patient hen had at last
ralgod her volce In angry protest and
get up a furious cackling, which so
frightened the little boy on the Inside
that he was panicstricken, He eaught
hold of a low roost pole, swung him-
gell up and, wholly unmindful of his
blonee full of eggs, pushed his lower
A pair of chubby, sturdy legs, down
which were slowly triekiing little yel-
low rivulets, and half a plump, round
body were all that would go through.

“pall!” yolled the owper of the
ghort fat legs, “I'm stuek and can't
go no furder. Pull me th'oo, Billy."”

(TO BE CONTINUBED.)

None for Him, Thank You.

Representatives  Tlughes and Kir
kend of Now Jersey and Cravens of Ap
kansas, wits of the house, had jue
returned  from the funeral of a col
league. They were discussing the
pomp and publieity of n congressional
funeral,

“1 do not want such a funeral, do

you, 'Gene?" sald Mr. Hughes to Mr.
Kinkead.

“No, Billy, 1 do not care to be put
awny with so mueh display. What
about you, Hen?" sald Mr. Kinkead
turning to Mr, Cravens,

“I don't want any funeral,” respond
ed the southerner, dryly.—Washing
ton Cnru-smndmo in Nw York
World,

tugging, |
Just as well for the bloody deed.

MOTHER OF
LARGE FAMILY

" Boottville, Mich.— “‘I want to tell
hown!hchguodLydinE. Pinkham's Veg-
etableCompound and

| Many people think
it strange that I am

the care of my fam-
ily, but I tell them of my good friend,
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
punnd.andﬂlntﬂmwi!l be no back-
lc.halndbuﬂngduwnlb. p-lnln form,w
they will take it as I have. Iam
ever without it in the house.
“1 will say also that I think there is
mhemrmadidmtnbefound!orym
ter has taken

eget:ble Com-
pound for painful and irregular-
ity, and it has helped her.

“1 am alwayn and willin

‘s Vege tell every
one I meet that I owe my health and
happiness to your wonderful medicine.””

rs. J. G. Jornson, Scottville, Mich.,
R.F.D. 8.

Lydia E, Pinkham’s Vegetable Com~
pound, made from native roots and herbs,
contains no narcotics or harmful drugs,
and today holds the record of being tha
mmmful remedy for woman's ills

A woman's {dea of heuvon Ia o plnco
where every day s a bargain day.

!

Shot With a Knife.

Years ago in a stock performance of
a famous old melodrama, the villain,
Charles Wolcott, suddenly discovered
that he had left his revolver in the
dressing room. In much confusion, he
fumbled in his pocket and found a
penknife which, he figured, would do

Imagine hig consternation when, after
plunging the blade into the hero's
breast, that player failed to change
his lines and screamed at the top of
his voice: ‘Heaven forgive you! I'm
shot.”

New Commandment.

Senutor Penrose, apropos of Presl-
dent Taft's anti-monopoly message,
sald the other day, with a smile:

“In the past we were forbidden to
put our trust in riches, but now we
are forbldden also to put our richea
in trusts."

AT THE TELEPHONE,

Rauhen—-stop hollerin . al; me to hold
the wire, when there's not a durn
plece o' wire in the room to hold!

s
Argument—

Convincing

A single dish of

Post
Toasties

with Cream,

Delicious
Wholesome

Convenient

“The lle_mory Lingers™
Sold by Grocers.

Postum Caresl Co.. Lud.
Battle Creek, Mich.




